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The Starlit Road 


How did Grohlkins start? You're not the first person to ask me that, and you won't be the last. | always tell 
them the truth because its a story that | want to be out in the public. | don't want other people to feel as 
though they're alone. | want them to know that you're still here, you still count, and you still exist even if 
you're waiting thirty-plus years to come out of the closet. You are important and don't let anyone tell you 


anything else. 


It was 2003, maybe 2004. I'd been in the band six or seven years by that point and, thankfully, was finding my 
place, and my feet. So many people had told me how lucky | was. So many people had put the fear of God in to 
me by telling me that | was playing with one of the world's best drummers. Like | didn't know, right? | was only 
the guy who stared at his ass night in night out. | was only the guy who occasionally had to bite my tongue as 
he made suggestions that | didn't think would fit (but which he eventually overrode anyway). What was | 
supposed to do? Pretend that | wasn't playing in Dave Grohl's band? 


There'd always been that spark between us, one that people translated as our deep connection and friendship. 
We were connected, brothers in arms and fellow drummers, two humans trapped on a rock that circled the 
sun. We wanted to be together and, from that very first day, we were joined at the hip. Touchy feely and with 


comments that would make any straight man question themselves, we were meant to be together. But as 


friends? Or as something more? 


At the time, we'd both had an affinity with Hollywood and the numerous stories that dot its highways and 
byways. Its bright lights and larger-than-life characters called to us and allowed us, for a couple of hours at 
least, to feel completely anonymous. The area felt as though it was a part of us, created just so that we could 
go and explore. By this point, I'd given up drinking. But Dave. Dave still loved to get wasted and see what would 
happen. For him, it was like tossing the ball on to a Roulette wheel and waiting to see where it landed. 


Although there were nights when he didn't want to drink. Or when he'd just want a beer or two. Or when he'd 
just want to be quiet and watch the world go by. 


We'd found a little bar that sat just down from all the lights of Hollywood Boulevard. There was a constant 
stream of passing tourists and traffic, enough that we had something to watch and for us to blend quietly in 
to the background. It was one of those funky little places, all dimmed lights and booths and staff who knew you 
by name. Bowls of pretzels dotted the distressed wood tables and the glasses hung from above the bar. 
Because it was just that little bit too far from the attractions tourists rarely made the effort to go in and so 
the little bar was a hideaway for the locals. 


Oh, and not only was the beer good but they also had a menu of killer food. 


It was one of those nights, balmy and perfect for sitting under the bar's awning and watching the world go by. 
Dave wanted to chill with a beer and a burger while | was happy with a soda and whatever took my fancy 
from their extensive, meat based menu. The little pavement patio provided us with enough shadows to hide us 


from passing celeb hunters while giving us the chance to sit peacefully and people watch. 


And sit peacefully was what we did. While both of us may have been manic and bouncing off the walls, there 


were times when all we wanted to do was be quiet and do little more than enjoy each other's company. 


The sky above us was thick with cloud and stained with the orange lights of a city that never slept. We could 
feel the heaviness of an oncoming storm and | knew that neither of us would want to move. There was nothing 
more relaxing than sitting with a belly full of food and relaxing amid the rains that we rarely saw. | was 
already hunkered down in my seat with one leg crossed over the other and my flip flops dangling from my 
toes. Thunder had rumbled in the distance and l'd felt a shiver roll up my spine. 


"Okay, baby?" Dave's voice had been low and he'd moved to place a hand on my thigh. 


I'd looked up at him and smiled. "Yeah. Just love evenings like this. Evenings doing nothing and relaxing with my 


best friend." 
His hand squeezed my thigh before staying where it had come to rest. "Me, too." 


We sat silently for another few moments, watching the endless snake of traffic and the near gridlock of 


tourists as they'd made their way back to their hotels. A streak of lightning tore through the sky and I'd 


shivered again. 
"Love summer rain," I'd murmured. 
There'd been another squeeze of my thigh and I'd been able to hear the smile in Dave's voice. "Me, too." 


My heart had swelled at those tiny touches and soft words. I'd always loved his voice. Loved how it could be 
soft and caring one moment and screaming about some insane idea the next. | loved how excitable Dave was 
and, to some degree, how easy he was to please. Some days you just had to show up at the studio for him to 


smile. 


There'd been another crack of thunder and we'd watched as both pedestrians and vehicles had started to 
speed up. All of them wanted to be indoors before the rain began to fall. 


My toes had twitched as the first raindrops splattered against the dusty-dry pavement. To this day, | still 
love the feeling of warm water against my feet. Don't ask me what it does for me other than it makes me 


feel good and helps me to relax. 
On my thigh, Dave's hand had kept up a gentle massage. It was nothing unusual for us; we were forever 


touching, grabbing, and hugging. | relaxed and stretched my legs out a little further to let the rain wash over 
them. 


"About us." Dave's voice had barely been audible above the sound of the downpour. 

"What about us?" 

Thunder had tumbled overhead and another fork of lightning had broken the sky. The rain started grow heavier 
and the sound of it on the awning had made me shiver with delight. Lights had danced on the rain soaked road 


like the stars that hung in the sky above us. 


"| love you, Taylor. | love you more than a brother. More than a friend." Dave had sighed and, beside me, I'd 


felt his body slacken. "I love you so fuckin’ much it hurts." 

At that, my attention had turned from the road and to the shadowed man sitting beside me. By that point | 
had known that | felt something for Dave but | wasn't sure what. Now he was sitting beside me, vocalising 
what could be my deepest, darkest feelings. 


"As in, you love me and want me to be your partner?" I'd asked. 


| watched as he nodded, his face hidden by the shadows. | saw his throat rise and fall as he swallowed. "Say 


you feel the same about me?" 


At that, I'd paused and turned my attention back to the road. Pedestrians were still running and trying to find 


shelter. Cars cruised along and splashed through the puddles, breaking the glass-like illusion of a starlit road. 


In that moment, Dave had sounded broken and weary, tired by a world that had probably forced him in to a 
box. He wanted to be loved. But not by anyone. By me. 


| leaned closer and a pressed a kiss to the side of his head. "You know | feel the same." 


We'd spent the rest of the evening there, leaning against one another as we'd watched the storm rage over 
the city. At some point, our hands had unconsciously inched towards the other until they were intertwined. 


And that, my friends, is how our relationship started. 


